Restaurant on the Island

favoured its development; and yet, opposed to it, but a part of
it, we have its counterstrain of purity and virginity, the heart or
simplicity of the Biedermeier, a setting which is implicit to the
experienced but disillusioned, hero of the piece. These are the
essential contradictions of that age. The tophatted, tailcoated
hero moves among the naked statues of Thorvaldsen and Canova,
against a frigid classical architecture which has furniture of satin-
wood, flowered Bessarabian carpets, painted china. Young girls
and married women are ringletted, with wide sleeves. It is, per-
haps, the Karelian country, just beyond the capital. Here, Oniegin
kills Lensky. And, fifty years later, the composer dined with his
nephew, and others, at one of the restaurants upon the islands.
On the table stood a carafe of water which had not been boiled,
although there was an epidemic in the capital. He knew this; but
poured out a glass of water, drank it to its dregs, and died, a few
days later, of cholera. Whether that fatal draught was taken on
purpose, or through carelessness, will never be known. It may
well have been deliberate, for he took his secrets with him to the
grave.                                   %
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We stay in this restaurant for a while, and see them in the corner.
For this is a summer place of amusement and, in a day or two, it
will close down for the winter. Already, it is the end of October
or beginning of November. One or two persons come in and join
them. It is growing late; and at about 2 a.m. they get up and leave
the restaurant. We are in an interregnum, neither happy nor un-
happy, in which we will wander where we please, choosing our
company, and with only so much of the mood of the evening that
we know this for the half-world, for a place of waiting where we
pass the night or day.

Once more, we mxist recall that many painters and poets have
died in this company, in their own times. They lived in the present,
in to-day and yesterday: never nearer to to-morrow. It is the
world of plurality, for all men in their profane or pagan souls
must admit to more than one ideal. That antique group or con-
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